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A young woman cost ashore om & lone-
iy uuaﬁ.:lm [ :ol!tar lil:hshlt:::t. )
oung w n, & A& sAVRgo
.’and unnm to n known "

that the man i» John Revell
nin, and that he was cast ashore
ﬁhﬁ a child mr?)?l?:t E:'t'\m:nu wWas a
rhly speclilized
'uulw{'alnr. Her writings on the sex prob-
Tem attracted wide atlention. ':;I;e t‘gcm of

amony than a handshake, they g0 AWAY
together, A few days on -
veéals to her that lie only professed
1deals to posscss her. le drunk he at-
tompis to kiss hor, 8he knpoks him down
and leaves him unconsclous, e.uglm; in
the darkness in a gasoline lnunch, Dur
a storm she i cnst ashore on an lslan
“Three  yoars' Mhl% o8 the man @&
splendid education. elr love for ench
ather i§ revealad when he rescues her
from o cave whers ahe had beon impris-
oned by an earthquake. A ship la siglited
mnd they light a beacon to summon it
Langford, on his yacht, sights the heacon
and ordors his yacht put in. Tho woman
recognizes the yaucht and tells her com-
nion thot & man on board had {njured
R:r In the greatest way, Langford recog-
nizes Katharine, He tolls the man that
#he hnd been his mistiress, and narrowly
whoapes being killed,

CHAPTER XVI—(Cantinued.)

"I appeal to you," sald the woman,
turning to Langford, “send back the
men. A moment slnce I saved your
1ife, At & word from me he would have
thrown you from him and broken your
back. De generous. You must. And
this man shall give me n hearing.
You are safe from him, I pronilse
3’011;"

What might have been the result of
this appeal can mever be determined,
for at that moment a new factor en-
tered upon the scene, a factor whoge
presance was as surprising and unex-
pected as it was determinative, From
out to sen, yet near’ at hand, came a
mufled delonation, the roar of a
heavy gun. Around one of the head-
lands that rose on that side of the Is-
land there swept the white sides of
another great ghip beside which the
vacht, imposalng though she was, was
A toy. It was the woman who saw it
first.

"Look!" she cried. “A ship of war,
4 eruiser, Bee, from her stalf the fiag
of the United States, This land Is
Amerienn. 1 elaim it by right of dls-
«wovery. Lay but a hand upon this
man, and I will have you hanged for
murder, Langford. They see us there.
“Thelr glasses have searched the shore.
‘They have geen this encounter. That
fgun wns & warning. A hoat puts off,
“Thank God, we are saved [rom you!”

Things had trangpired even as she
sald; What the ornlser was doing In
those sens, how happenad she to be
‘there were things as yet unknown,
but that she wans there was apparent.
She had approached the {sland from
{he other glde, and had asalled around
it. Her men had observed the encoun-
ter on the shore, which seemed to
be between natives and pergons from

‘the yacht, which was In plain view a

(little farther out to sen, and the gun
had been fired to call attentlon to the
power of the Unlted States,

This put an ontirely new f(ace on
the whole affalr. Matters were taken
©out of the hands of the parties to the
wpuarrel, The law had come to the fg-
land. The islander did not, dould not
know {t, but his bafled antagonist
roulizad it Immediately. 8o did the
woman. At Langlord’s command, his
men, much hewlldered at the scene
they had witnessed, went back to
thelr boat. He himself presently fol-
lowed after, and stood upon the
strand’ awalting the approach of the
heavy manof-war cutter which had
been put away from the white crufs-
@ar's slde. .

“Man,” she sald, softly, “this 1s
-‘what T had to tell you."

He nodded. A hollow grean burst
from his lips.

“His mistress,” he muttered, bro-
Xkenly,

“T would not bave had yon learn
4n this way, and now that you have
heard so much, you must hear more,”
she woent on, not sparing herself,
though she might have justly resent-
wd the word, Bho was dealing with
more serious things than words now,
‘bitter though they might be, “That
&hip, which is the ship of our country,
standa for law as his for lMeemse. I
was more sinned nagainst than sin-
ning. When you have heard all, then
you shall judge. This is the test.”

“Would God that it had never been
1nid upon me,” gaid the man, hoarse-
1y. “Would God that the beacon had
not' been lghted on the hill!"™

"Nay," returned the woman, gently,
“that's past praylng for, Declsion
Tests with you, but you must not pass
4t until you have heard the whols
story. The world holds me stained,
polluted; It may be eald, ‘but I
mm not the sinner that it thinks me or
he portrays”

“You satd it was true,” doggedly
wried the man.

“Yes, but not all true”

“And I hed him In my hands, and
atlll he llves! -
“Won't you hear me?” pleaded the
oman.

The man shook her off and turned

W

away, The vary Innocence which had

prevented hls understanding at first
the oharge made it the mare; hideous
when.comprehension came. He had

tion, which the child of nature could
not see fortheoming, He wanted to
be away from her and alone, and he
turped as If to plunge Into the depths
of the forest, hut with gentle force she
restrained him.

“You are a man, with a man's pow-
er and a man's soul and a man's heart,
you cannot fly now. You wust stay
and face tho problem. The question
must be pursued to the bitter and, My
life and your life depends upon what
we do now, perhaps hls life, too."

"0, God,"” cried the man, recurripg
ngain to that bitter thought, “I had
him in my hands and spared him!"

“But you spared him for my sake”
sald the woman; “think of that"”

“For your snke,"” declared the man,
pointedly, *“T would and should bave
killed him."

“Thou shalt not kill!" said the wom-
an, softly.

“An eye for an oye, and a tooth
for a tooth," returned the man. * “He
and you between you slew my heart,
His death would be no murder, but
retribution.” '

“But it was [n part my fault,” re-
turned the woman, bravely making her
confeasion.

“1 will never belleve It. It cannot

“And yot it was, but you shall have
the whole wretched story to-day, and
you shall judge. This mueh I will
say, that though all that he saild was
true, yet 1 bold myself blameless and
Innocent. The world judges me
harshly, and it may be that you will
find its judgment just. Yet I do mot
hold myself as on trial at this moment,
but you."

‘I do not understand.”

"There are many things that you do
not understand, my friend."

“I wonld that I had been left in 1g-
norance.”

“Naoy, that is not & man's wish, but
a child's.”

“Of one thing I am certain.”

“"And what Is that?

“That I should have killed him!"

“Nay," sald the woman again, “that
is not a child's wish, but a brute's.”

“You said yourself, he flashed at
her, “that there wers some things a
woman could not forglye, and this
{8 one that A man puts In the same
class.”

The woman sighed, There ocourred
to her at the moment no answer which
was adequate to the stark realism of
thisfact, The convarsation had reached
ah impasse beyond which it could not
progress without the full and come
plete explanation which now thare was
neither time nor opportunity to give,
for the boat from the man-of-war was
approaching the shore, The woman
stepped resolutely down the strand to
meet 1t, and the man, after a slight
hesitation, followed her,

So soonas the boat's keel grated on
the bottom fn the shdllow water a
middle-aged officer roge from the stern
sheets and stepped ashore followed
by a younger companion'in the uni-
form of a mergeant of marines, A
little squad of privates in the hows
landed and fell in line with martial
celerity and precision, The officer in
charge, who wore the white trople uni-
form of & lHeutenant commander, now
faced the people on the Island who
bod instinctively divided into twao
groups, ona on either mide of him,
To the right stood the man and be-
hind him the woman, to the left Lang-
ford, buck of him hls crew. [t was
to the latter that the oMcer flrst ad-
dressed himself.

“8ir he began, "I am the execu-
tive officer of the United Btates
crulser Cheyenne, detached on special
service,. We ralsed this (sland this
morning, ran It down, clrcled it, saw
tha yancht yonder—"

He paused.

“It is my yacht, sir, the Southern
Cross,” answered the other. “My
name Is Langlord.”

“Glad to meet you, Mr. Langford.
Mine Is Whittaker”

The lleutenant commander touched
his cap as he spoke. Langford lifted
his, and the two shook hands.

"We saw," continued the lleutenant
commander, “what appeared to be
some sort of a fracas with the natives,
and fired a gun to attract attention,
and Capt. Ashby sent this boat party
ashore under my charge to do what-
ever was necessary. Perhaps you can

explain how youn came to be em-
broiled with the natives.”
“Sir," sald tke woman, And the

fact that ehe addressed &im In his own
langunge, and with the cultured me-
cents of the well-bred and the well-
educated, caused the officer to start
violently—"tha island Iz mine.”

Mr. Whittaker turned and looked
delibarately at her, his surprige only

|| equnled by his admiration: The tunic

that she wore wns o rough garment,
and shapeless, but few vestments were
betier calculated to set off her ex-
quigite proportions. The grace and
beauty of her figure, the mobility and
intelligence of her face took added
lugter from the contrast of the utterly
slmple, natural and primitive, Whit-
taker's glance fall upon a well-nigh per-
feoct woman, The constraining influ-
ences of clvilization had been so long
nbsent that nature had time and op-

ity to remssert its claim. She
was tall, ezquisitely modeled. Her
bare arms might have supplied those
missing from tho Venus of Milo; her
Hmbs, which the shert tunle to her
knees left exposed, were perfect In
thelr symmetry and strength; ber feet
were such as those to wlilch ancient

Greece had bowed; her hands were]

shapely, graceful, yet girong; ber dark
oyes looked at him fearlessiy; her
dark helr rose like & somber, cloudy
crown abova her brow. The florce sun,
the open air, the wild wind m'::{

courge. ’
i|  “Ithought that marriage meant noth:
at | Ing; and that the old tie might he dls.

the first time In years she realized
that she was standing before her fel
lows hal! naked. In one swift mo
meént convention leaped acrosa the
missing yenrs and caught her in Its
arm. The red flaghed into her cheek;
beneath her rude vest her bosom rose
and fell. Her instinct for the moment
was to fly. Bhe wished that she had
put on those treasured garments which
she had kept for a scene lke this in
that eave all those years. It was too
late now. She summoned her cour
age, and realizing that dignity, after
all, is not made of clothes or conven-
tions, once more addressed him,

“Sir,"” she said, "my pname s Kathe
arine Brenton. 1 am not, as you might
well think, a savage, but a castaway."

“I beg your pardon,” said the offi-
ccr, 2 man of wide reading and cul
ture; “Is it possible that you are the
Katharine Brenton who wrote ‘Fate
and Destiny’?

“1 am that unhappy woman."™

“Unhappy?”

“Yea," relurned the other. "I—"

“Madam,” sald the lleutenant com-
mander, flushing deeply and howing in
hie turn. He bhad taken off hia cap
at her first word. “I beg your pardon,
I have heard something of your story.”

He was very much embarpnssed. It
wis Langiord who took up the tale,

"8ince you know so much, Mr, Whit.
taker, you may as well hear the rest
Indeed, 1 am anxious that the world
ghould hear it Misa Bronton and I,
we—er—did not believe in marriage,
and we went awny—together."

Every word was agony to Langford,
who wis & proud man; it was worsae
than agony to Katharine Brenton, who
was & proud woman; and it was worst

woman, “to enter upor] such an under
taking "

“No. by heaven!™ crled Whittaker.

Now, this conversation had been
carried on with three auditors, or
groups of audMors, besides those par
ticipating; Langford’'s yachismen, the
marines and seamen from the Chey-
enne, for the boat was nguinst the
shore, and the mun of the fsland.
Whittaker first awoke lo the sltua-
tion.

“l beg your pardon,” he sald, “but
would it not be better to continue this
conversation privately?”

“I think 80" returned Langford.

“No,” sald the man of the island,
addressing the lieutenant commander
for the first thuoe, “you and these men
are the world. I want the story told
where all the world may hear.”

Whittaker's surprise at this remark
wns scarcely less than he had expe-
rlenced when. the woman addressed
him. Who was this splendid, godlike
formt of man standing glooming by the
woman's slde, a silent, eager lUstensr
to all that transplred? What had he
to do with the question that he as-
sumed this tone and manner of au-
thority? The officer turned toward the
woman,

“I think," sald he quietly, “that the
Indy should be allowed to decide.”

"My wish I8 my friend’s wish,” sald
the woman laying her hand softly
upon the man's arm.

Whittaker observed that the man

shook It off nervously, but the point
being settled, there was no further ap-
peal.

“Pray proceed with your story, Mr.
Langford,” he continued.

“Neo, let me tdake up the tale,” cried

ngony of all to the man of the s
land, But Langford persisted. He did
not eare how he hurt himself, Indeed,
ho rather luxuriated In the conscious-
ness of hig own pain, It was part of
his explation. He realized that he
would bave to hurt Katharine, but per-
haps the very keenness of her pain
would make her reallze her position,
ond he warted to win her, now that
he had found her and seen her, more
than ever. Nor was his passion a
base one, Again he was ashamed of
what he had already sald, so he spoke
the more frankly. He gave no thought
at all to the other man, but if he had,
he would have been glad to hurt him
until he killed him,

"We went on my yacht yonder three
yoars ggo. I—in ghort—I bebaved
lika & brute on it, 1 will admit.”

“I discovered that he was a mar-
ried man,” sald the woman swiftly at
this juncture. She, too, would be
frank' Thiz grave and middle-aged of-
flcer should hear nll, “He bad pro-
fessed his belief In those views, which,
it you have read ‘Fate and Destiny,
you replize that I entertained."

The officer bowad.

“And have you abandoned them
now?" he asked.

“Absolutely,” was the firm answer.
“I am & Christian woman, thank God!"

“Thank God, say I, too," continued
Langford, “Yet I was not altogather
a sham or a lie.. It was true that I
was a married man."”

The leutenant commander flaghed a
contemptuous look at him at which
Langford winced, but he went on. He
was determined to make an absolute
Iy elean breast of the whole affair,

“It 8 true [ was & marrled man,
but I was under the spell of Miss
Bronton's bloquence asnd ~of  her
mw{u
" “T gan well understand that" sald

the officer, gravely, a8 a matter of

ed. I hated the woman who

kind to me.
and #o ¢ Miss Bren- |

“l Knew That | Love Her Now."

the woman. “Belleving that I was
right, belleving that the education
and training which had made me
what I was were sound, bellaving that
thls man was as free as [ lo choode
his course and order his life, knowing
nothing of his wife, I ylelded to his
ploadings: I thought it was & noble
and splendid opportunity vouchsafed
me and, In & measure, vouchsaled him
to show the world that we did really
believe what we gald. Had I belleved
In God then I should bave sald his
meeting with mwe, his conversion to
my theorles, his passlon for me, his
willingness to ablde by my decislon
were Providental. I was glad to con-
gecrate my Iife to the truth, with his
ald 'to take the flnal step In attestn
tion of my bellef, to convince
world that one woman at least had
the ecourage of her convictlons, It was
n mistake, a frightful mistake, an ir
reparable mistake, for which I sup-
pose that T must suffér to the end of
time."”

“No,” eried Longford, “I am here
to repalr the blunder,”

"There 1s no powar on earth,” sald
the woman, passlonately, “that can
put me where [ was; that can give me
back that T have lost."

“Kate, Kate!" orled Langford, “you
don't understand!"

“I understand too well. Why con-
tinue the sorry story? Mr. Whittaker,
and you that are men beyond, that
bave wives and ohfldren and sweet-
hearts, that have been taught to love
God, to belleve in him, and to observe
hig laws, that have submitted your-
selves gladly to the eonyentions of so-
olety—ar if any be smong you who
have outraged these and gone against
them, taken the law Into your own

 hande—you will understand sooner or

later what came to me. I discovered
that there was nothing high or holy
in this man's regard for me; that he
persuaded himself that he believed as
I simply to get possession of me, T
awoke to a dreaded realization, alone
with him on that yaoht. He was not
! He acted according to
‘his lights.” !

“I will confess it," sald Langford.
"1 wag o brite to her, T drank; 1 ac
Imowledged that 1 bad a wire; I galo
she was [n my power; T called her
il names.” el
Thore was & low growl, a muttersd

|ronr from the men behtnd Whittaker

the |

was frightfully pale, yet he went on
resolutely, Whittaker stilling the tu-
mult with upraised band.

“No one,” he cried, “oan think more
hatefully of a human being than 1
think of myself now. I have not
learned her phflosophy; I have leamed
another and a better. In some sort
of & way at least [ know that | can
never be happy until I have made her
happy. [ know that I love her now
a8 I should have loved her then:
that T have hunted these seas for her
without ceasing since she left me in
A drunken etupor one night"

“Left you how?” asked the lHeuten-
ant commander,

“l am not quite clear, I must have
descended very low,” sald Langford.
"I remember some sort of a scend at
supper, and when I awoke In the
morning, or 1 didn't wake for s=ix
months, they found me In the mom-
ing with a fractured skull on the eab-
In floor, and they took me back to the
United States, It was a year or more
before 1 could begin the search for
her.”

“He sald things to me that nlght”
said the woman, “that no woman could
endure or forglve, He came toward
me, I threw him [rom me with such
force and violence—] am a strong wo-
man—that he Iay senscless in the
cabin. The motor launch had been
got overboard for a trial and was
tralling astern. I got in I, drifted
away, started the motor and ran it
until the gasollne was gone. I brought
food and water from the eabln table
[ lived a week In the boat, bearing
southward all the tlme by means of
a sull which I improvised {rom a bout
cloak, One night there  was
a storm. At the beight of it 1 was
thrown upon this lsland. The—"

“I hoped,"” sald Langford, taking up
the tale, “that that might be the case,
and with that end In view [ have
searched the Pacifio. 1 have landed
upon many uncharted islands. [ have
explored others lttle, Il ever, visited,
praylng to God that she might be
alive;, that I might find her and make
reparation, and now I have found her
at last when I had given up all hope,
abandoned all expectation. And 1
etand here confegsing my fault before
men, ready to do anything and every:
thing that a man can do to make
amends for the past."

“But you have a wife," sald Whitta-
ker, coldly

“No, she's dead these two
thank God,
was a8 hovish infatuntion for a de-
glgning adventuress who wanted a

Years,

hold upon my father's money. I am
free, free to make her my wife, I ask
her, I beg her to take me, to give

me a chance to show Lhat I feel what

I nover loved her. It|

for my act. As for you, sir”
turned toward Langford, “T should be
untrue to manhood if [ did not say
what you yourself have said; that you
acted not only llke a brute and a
coward, but, sir, when [ look at the
lady, I am constrained to add lke a
fool."

Langford started forward, but the
lHeutenant checked him,

“Having sald all that, I must admlt‘
that you have conducted yourself since
that time ns a man of honor and as &
gentléeman, I have no doubt that
your offer will be accepted; that the
world will forgive you as it will ad.
mire and respect your wife.” ‘

“No!" erled the man of the island,
suddenly.

He had kept silence, resolved to |
hear It all out without {nterruption. He |
had suffered as the miserable story |
had been unfolded to such an extent |
that all that he had gone through with |
before seemed Ifke child's play. He
had heard Langlord’s noble eonfession,
his generous offer to repair his wrong,
but without the appreciation of it
which the circumstances and its Intrin-
slo quality might have evoked. He had
heard the woman's defense, her splen-
did justification of her course, the bit-
ter repentance that had followed it,
but without that apprecintion of what
justification there was for her and the
value of her remorse which the ac-
connt should have brought to him, He
bad observed Whittaker's prompt and
touching expression of confidence and
reverence, but without understanding
its force and power. Indeed, he had
mstinctlve shrewdness enough to
reallza that even though the sallors,
touched hy the act of gallantry and
moved with pity for the young woman
who stood thiere lovely In her sadness,
had cheered, yet the world would be
very slow to the same expression.
He saw that the woman wns face
to face with a crisis; that she
would elther have to accept or de
cline Langlord's offer to marry her at
onee,

His heart was fAlled with bitter rage
He knew that he loved the woman:
that he never would love any person
but the woman, but nevertheless the
resentment against fate which had
placed him In so awful a position, of
whose mallgn purpoges he had been
the blind, lgnoble victim, wus so
great that for the thme belng his love

| bave done, to devole my lfe to ex-
plation.”

He stopped, wiped the molsture
from his forehead, gtood for & moment
it the slience that followed his words,
hils face downcast. Then he Hfted ft
hnggard, worn, sad, the humillation of
the last few moments having entered
Into llg soul.

"Kunte,” he sald, softly; “your an-
swer!"
CHAPTER XVII,
The Woman's Plea.
“Miss DBrenton,” sald Whittaker,

with the deepest gravily he could In-
fuse in volce and manner, “you have
been o most unfortunate, a most un-
happy woman. Allow me to assure
you of my sincerest commiseration,
my deepést respect, my most profound

admiratlon, You have suffered, but
Innocently. If T may speak the volee
of soclety, if T may stand for the

world s your companlon has sald, |
can only express wy reverence for you
and my homage to you In this way."”

He stepped nearer to her, he seized
her hand, He was an old-fashioned
bumble-minded, quixotle sort of a
sallor, if you will, for before anybody
realized what he was about, he bent
his head low over it and kissed it. And
the suilors behind him and the ma-
rines in rank broke into a hearty
cheer,

“There, madam,” sald Whittaker,

was in abeyance. He pitled himself,
he loathed Langford, he was contemp:
titously Indifferent to the world, and
for the moment he almost hated the
womnn. The sub-consolousness that
he had that this was as ungrateful as
it wag unwarranted added to his
wretchedness and misery,

“No'" he cried, "before any nuswer
ia made, let me speak!™
“Your pardon,” sald Whittaker,

“may 1 ask who you are?"

“8ir," returned the man, "as to who
[ tm and what T ani, I do not know,
nor doés it greatly matter.,"”

“Your pardon again,” retorted the
Heutenant commander, coolly, “but It
miatters very mteh. Unless you have
some right to Interfere, I do not con-
cade that any suggestion from you in
this crisis which seems to concern
these two people, this lady and thils
gentlenian, is at all in order.”

“But it does econcern me” returned
the man, impatient of this checking,
“for T love this woman myself, and she
hns done me the honor to say that she
loved me, 1 had intendell to make
her my wife should Providence ever
bring us to civilization again.”

“Had Intended!" exclaimed the woum-
an, under her breath, but no one no-

ticed her words, and the lNeutenant
apoke agnin.
“That being the case,

some in-

formation as to who you are and how
you came hera ls the more evidently
in order.”

“you have the approbation of soclety

!nte”igencq)_of the Fo

Animal Apparently Is Able to Dls
tinguish Between Real and
False Dangers.

The intelligence of tho fox Is often
shown by the way lhe refuses to be
headed when he has made up hls mind
s to the safe course to take, says the
London Globe. The West Bomergot
have an excellent fixture at Kilve, but
it has one drawbpek—the gen is not
iar off, and foxes naturally often
make for the ¢liffs, a secure refuge. A
fox can be easily headed at times, but
that Is nearly always when to be geen
would betray him to hls enemies the
hounds and give them an advantigoe;
but when, If he makes his polnt, the
ndvantage is on his side, thon nothing
will turn him.

To relurn to the West Somerset at
Kiive; they found a fox, and the whip-
por-in, sesing that the fox meant to
£0 to the cliffs If possible, started to
Lend him off. The ground waa open,
and for half a mile the whipper-in and
fox were taking parallel lines, the fox
clearly meaning to slip by and find
a refuge in the cliffs. The man turned
the fox away at last, but In a short
Ume the hounds lost him, and I be-
Heve he got back after all. ;

Again the mastor ranged up some of
the field to prevent another fox going
back Into a certnin covert In valn
whilps were rattled agninst saddle

| vatchers and made.

faps; the fox went right through the
: bin poiat. 1t s

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

e,

o thing T have often noticed both with
stng or fox, that the quarry seams to
distinguish between real and false dan-
gers.

Another Napoleon Relic,

An Interesting addition bas been
mude to the contents of the Army mu-
seum In Parls in the shape of the red
and white enslgn, ornamented with
gold beetles, which Napoleon gave to
the troops in the Island of Hlba dur-
ing his sojourn there. A French con-
temporary informs us that the flag
eame Into the possession of Col. Camyp-
bell, whom the nllles set to keep
watch over the emperor, when he
ade his sudden departure from the
{sland, and has remnined in the fam-
{ly ever since. The gift 18 one which
the French nation will no doubt be
glad to bave In its posscasion.

Good Advertising.

A patent mediclne concern In Ham:
burg, Germuany, Is sending through the
malls and publishing in the llustrated
papara & ploture showing Commander
Peary and ' Dr, Cook In arctl¢ costume
Jolntly planting the Ameriesn flag nt
the north pole, The pleture Is roemark-
able for the flag, which has 80 stars
ang 21 stripes, eleven red and ten
white, with the legend under the
group: “Ameriea triumphs at the pole,

Are Best For Your Table

Because they are made
of the choicest materials
and guaranteed to be
absolutely pure,

Libby’s Veal Loaf makes a
delightful dish for lunch-
eon, and you will find
Libby's

Vienna Sausage
Corned Beef
Pork and Beans
Evaporated Milk
equally tempting forany
meal. | ‘

Have a supply of Libby’s
in the house and you
will always be prepared
for an extra guest.

You can buy Libby’s at
all grocer's.

Libby, McNeill
& Libby
Chicago

THE QUALITY OF MERCY,

Miss Cpustique—My friends should
be very thankful to me.

Miss Antigue—For what?

Miss Quaustique—At the wvery great
number of disagresable things I think
of, but don't say

SKIN HUMOR 25 YEARS

“Cutleura did wonders for me, For
twenty-five years 1 suoffored agony
from a terrible humor, complotely cove
ering my head, neck and shoulders, 8o
even to my wile, T became an object
of dread. At large expense I consults
ed the most able doctors far and near,
Thelr treatment was of no avall, nor
was that of the —— Hospital, during
glx months' efforts. 1 suffersd on
and coneluded there was no help for
me this slde of the grave. Then I
heard of some one who had been cured
by Cutleura Remedles nnd thought
that a trial could do vo harm. In &
surprisingly short time ! was com-
pletely cured. 8, P. Keyes, 147 Con-
gress St, Boston, Muass,, Oct. 18, '09."

Face Covered with Pimples

“I congratulate Cutfoura upon my
gpeedy recovery from pimples which
covered my face, Iused Cutloura Soap,
Olntment and Resolvent for ten days
and my face cleared and I nm perfect-
ly wall, T had tried doctors for sev-
eral months but got no results, Wm. J.
Badller, 1014 Susquebanna Ave, Phila-
delphia, May 1, 1508

His Approach Heralded,

The pet cat, wearlng a bright red
ribbon around his necl, was chatting
democratically with a stray cat, on the
back verandah. T wonder what's the
matter with me, Maltess,” sald the pet
cat; "I can’t stalk a mouse successful-
ly to gave my lives"

“No wonder,” sald the stray cat, dis-
dalnfully, “if all your necktles are us
loud ag that you're wearing'

Valued Absences.

“Always speak kindly of the absent,*”
sald young Mr. Primly,

"I would,"” replled Miss Cayenne, “if
I thought it would be an {nducement to
gome tiresome people to remain so

THE FINEST FABRIO

o Teoasoa v Thabe. Caqhr ol the Bowla
Whiktover the catiss, takn PathHiler | very Doot

Tha average man can't understand
why he has enemies.

Lewis' Bingle Binder, straight So—
many smokers prefer them to 10 cigars.

The pruns and the strawberry dare
nearing the nock-and-weck stage.
— —

"KIDNEY ~

but we have dlscovered * the

romedy,



